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And the word is... 


Author's Notes: 

My kinda-sorta canon is Jon really *is* an elf, you see (not just that he says he is, which he reportedly has 
asserted in the past) and so therefore most of my Jon/Chris stories are based on that premise. The other 
character mentioned in this is their engineer/producer Eddie Offord. 


"Christ, what the fuck am | singing here?" 


The space had been baffled on either side, one mic hung in the centre and two opposing irresistible forces 
faced one another, attempting harmony. 


Eddie scratched his beard. Now there's a Sisyphean labour. The partner to the speaker looked wounded, as usual. 
"Alright errant knight, you know precisely where we are in the track, so find your sheet and lets get it done." 


A withering glance of narrowed eyes and pursed lips pierced the glass, Eddie grabbed his chest teasingly. Jon 
reached over and smacked the other's shoulder, hard. 


"Stop it! You're being ridiculous." 
"More ridiculous than you? That's rather difficult, dear." 


They looked ridiculous standing next to one another, Jon barely reached Chris' shoulder. But his manner was 


ten times taller when he was angry. 

"C'mon, you know how it goes..or are you saying you can't sing it?" 

Oh that tears it. Eddie tensed in his chair, waiting for the reply. 

"Did the words / can’t sing it issue from my mouth?" 

‘If you're confused -" 

"Bemused, perhaps. Confused, never. Bemused that you write too many fucking words." 


Eddie watched as Jon bit his lower lip. Why did Fishy have to be so cruel? Nappy was never cruel. Pushy, yes, 


but not cruel. 

"Can we please just get through this? You're wasting time." 

But it was obvious Chris wasn't in the mood to do anything but goof off, though eventually he got on with it, 
after they spent about an hour attaining the plateau of acceptable harmonizing. Eddie would never admit it, but 


he didn't mind when they sang off-key because when they did sing together at least they weren't fighting. 


In a congratulatory mood after numerous takes, the prat quipped "Not bad for a bunch of airy-fairy shite, 


eh?" and Jon, without a word, threw down his cans and stormed out: 
"Chris go fetch him’ 

"We're finished, aren't we? He won't be mad tomorrow" 

"But he might remain angry enough tonight to murder you in your sleep" 
Chris found that amusing, and chuckled. "Or drown me in the bath” 

"Still wanking in the bath, are you?" 

"Oi, shut yer filthy mouth! Alright, Ill see if he's skulking about, shall 1?" 


"Please do, errant knight." 


The Fish did not like that particular sobriquet, holding up two fingers in the familiar reversed ‘V' Eddie had 
considered knight in waiting but imagined the other would have planned a spectacular revenge if that one had 
caught on 

Chris prowled the dark dilapidated corridors of Advision, looking for his singer. 

"Jon, | know you're here, stop pouting already and come out!" 

He was referring to a talent the other had - courtesy of his true origins - to blend into any environ. He 
couldn't render himself invisible, as such, but he could make it difficult for anyone to find him. Chris was 
rather envious of that ability, he imagined it was quite useful. An answer came, a whispering echo which 
seemed to sound from the back of his head, raising the hairs on his neck. 

"You're a shit, Christopher." 

"Yes dear, l'm a bastard. Now come out, I'll be in dutch with Eddie if | can't produce you." 

"Serves you right." 

"Don't be tiresome. Just having a laugh." 

"At my expense, as usual. l'm leaving.’ 

"OFF with you then. | s'pose Eddie will just have to be cross with me." 

"Where are you going?" 

Chris shrugged. "Home, | spose. What do you care, you're leaving.’ 

Jon made a hmm sound, and Chris looked down the corridor, waiting for the right moment. There was a blur as 
the front door swung forward and he said, loudly, with a sense of mischievous triumph, "Hyacinth!" He ran 
down to the door and a very angry female stood on the front step, who let out with a stream of what the 
other could only assume was profanity, but the language itself was unintelligible to him..as well as thousands of 


years old. 


"Now Joanna," he chided with an impish grin, "don't take on so, darling. Lets have a tipple, hmm? Spot of 
dinner?" 


"I don't want to be seen with you, stupid prat!" 


"Of course you do! You love to lead your trophy about, don't you?" 


The same wide dark eyes stared at him, the same thick wavy hair framed that now-softened but still rounded 
face..Chris didn't know how he knew, but he could see Jon's soul in this guise, even as the glamour 
transformed him completely. And although it made certain things easier, knowing it was really Jon made it not 


so interesting, he found he preferred to possess his partner in his own (literal) flesh. 

They would scatter, most offen, right before it was time to go on, the techs making their frantic last-minute 
adjustments..time for one last drink or drag, time to let the hum of the crowd work its’ way into the inner pulse, 
feel their anticipation and their need and get ready fo satisfy it. Chris likened performance to sex: each event was 
about getting the other person off, receiving bliss and the glow of desire. Sometimes that energy needed a release 
valve before he could take the stage..always the last to go on, he wanted to start as soon as he plugged in his 
beloved bass and turned towards the lights, the sounds of Stravinsky ringing in his ears, mixed with that hungry 


roar. 


He found Jon in the loo and locked the door behind him, as the other warmed up, singing scales between sps of tea 
He came up behind him, resting his chin on the other's head, smiling the smile he knew his partner couldn't resist. 


"What're you doin?" 
"Want you." 
"We go on in ten minutes!" 


"l know, Im all a-quiver. Feel my heart." He turned Jon and placed the other's hand on his smooth bare chest 
underneath his jacket, and his bandmate stared at him, eyes wide and mouth slightly agape. 


"But what if someone -" 


"locked the door, lover. Want you, now." 


A growl, as he used the advantage of his height fo pull Jon to him, and swallowed hm with questing mouth, tongue 
flickering between sweet lps. 


"Want a sucking, | wager. | can't do it now, HI ruin my voice." 
Chris threw back his head and laughed and Jon sighed at the other's beauty. 
‘Mmm, just your hand, quick. And fell me." 


Jon unzipped the siky shiny trousers, his hand trembling to hold the other's cock, warm and erect, fluid beading like 
a jewel balanced upon the glans. Jon thought of dew on roses, looking up at the face of his lovely man 


"You are magnificent, and you will enthrall them, every one." 


lt was a mantra, spoken with hushed reverence, and he watched as Chris closed his eyes, his lashes fluttering lke 


sable butterflies on the perfectly-etched planes of his face. 

‘My beautiful one, you are amazing." 

Jon's right hand worked in a steady rhythm, his left cupped to receive the hot spurt as long fingers wove into his 
hair and pulled, then Chris groaned, Chris sighed The sudden odor was of the forest, full of primal imperative. Jon 
uttered a word which suspended the moment, Chris' heart thundering, his expression a thing of exquisite adoration, 
flushed with his own satisfaction. 

"F we are ever discovered you will say this word, and Hl turn to a bird, and no one will ever know." 

"What word?" came the sleepy murmur. 


"Hyacin th" 


They made their way down the crowded London street, and every time Chris draped his arm around his female 


companion, she shrugged it off. 

"Now seriously, luv, let's have something to eat. Go to that café Eddie keeps telling us is good" 
"It takes too much energy to maintain this form. I've some stew from yesterday.” 

"Alright. Just trying to do right by my bird" 

"Do shut up. Wish I'd never told you." 


"Makes you much more agreeable, y'know. You lose that silly pride which must be connected to your prick 


somehow." 

"I still have my prick, you just can't see it. You only see what the magic will allow you to see.” 

If you say so, my darling.” 

And although Jon was still seething, a cauldron of anger and lust, he smirked to hear the endearments. Chris 
adored him, otherwise he would have let him leave in a snit. But the price of adoration was sometimes 


disturbing as Jon's conscience scolded him for squandering his gifts on such a fool. 


But he's my fool, Jon thought, and finally allowed Chris to hold his disguised hand. 


